7G               THE INDIAN STRUGGLE FOR FREEDOM

Someone else lights incense sticks. Then, if the moon
is not too bright, one drops asleep under an Edmund
Dulac-blue sky.

The English, some miles along the road, are
sleeping with all the expensive apparatus of civilisa-
tion, stone walls, punkhas, pukka beds. It all soems
rather fussy, though I know that my soft-eyed hostess
would insist on all these things if her husband had
the money to pay for them.

IN THE BAZAARS.

Next morning I went to go shopping with hor in
the bazaar. But no Indian high caste woman, ovon if
poor, would be seen doing for her own shopping. Goods
have to be brought to her home for choosing. So I
collect a couple of amused males, and create a sensa-
tion in the shopping street. An English mem-sahib
does not wander round the bazaar, especially with
Indians who are obviously friends and not servants. I
had so often been told of the lovely things to bo bought
for a trifle in Indian bazaars, but alas, it is easier to
investigate the hidden problems of Hindu politics than
to walk out of an Indian host's house to shop in the
bazaar, except, of course, in the big towns. When you
can get to them, Indian shops are really fascinating.
Here is an Aladdin's cave of coloured glass bangles
that cost about a farthing each. I bought stacks of
them and in awkward moments when I had to make
conversation in a zenana without an interpreter, I